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was enough for a certain gejitleman and now, my good sir,
promise me you will not go near her again/
'Have no fear, my good man; my mind is quite made
up on that point.5
I spent three days writing letters to all my acquaintances,
as I was superstitious enough to wish to leave Spain on the
last day of the miserable year I had spent there. I took a
servant with me, who occupied the back seat of my car-
riage. My coachman was from Piedmont, and seemed a
decent fellow. On the second day of our journey he asked
me if I had reason to believe that we were being followed,
'because/ he said, 'there are three ill-looking scoundrels,
whom I noticed yesterday at Barcelona, here now. It seems
they slept in the stable with the mules; they have nearly fin-
ished their dinner, and will get three-quarters of an hour's
start of us. I must say I don't like their looks.'
'What do you advise me to do?'
'Start late, and stop at an inn which I know of, and
which is about a league this side of the one they expect you
to stop at; if they retrace their steps and join us, there will
be no further doubt as to their intentions.'
Acting on his suggestion, we started late, and reached the
inn about five. Our three scoundrels were not there, but
about eight in the evening, as I was at supper, my servant
.came in to say that they were in the stable drinking with
my coachman. My hair stood on end with fear; but my
good Piedmontese was not easily discouraged, he had worked
out a little scheme by which we could escape them. We
started before daybreak, and dined at the ordinary coaching
station. After having given the scoundrels half an hour's
start, we followed for a mile or two, then brusquely turning
round we galloped back to the inn, and taking a peasant
with us as guide, we struck across country. We kept the
mules going at such a pace that in seven hours we had done
eleven leagues, and at ten that night we arrived at a good
inn, in a big village in dear France, where we had nothing
to fear. I gave our guide a gold piece, and stretched myself

